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feelings that were not even sure of their own identity, such dark
regions as those in which two young women may suddenly be
forced to realize that what they took for friendship is really
passion. He saw now just how much rancorous hatred there
was in this suddenly renewed craving for Fanny. How terribly
youth can torture itself! It complains because it is fated to drag
after itself a huddle of chained slaves whose weight lies heavy
on its movements, yet, no sooner is it freed from them than it
bewails the absence of those very victims who once gave living
proof of its power.

Only when he reached his bedroom door did he awake from
this long process of meditation. Among the letters waiting for
him he recognized an envelope addressed in his own writing. It
contained the letter he had written to Colombe on the very day
of her departure, and here it was, returned to him. Although he
had been careful to put his address on a corner of the envelope,
somebody, who could not have been Colombe, had opened it
and read its rather foolish sentiments. How far he felt this evening
from all those sugar-sweet protestations! He was not in the least
tempted to make even a gesture that might have the effect of
averting an obstructive fate. He knew that the battle for Colombe
was lost, but knew too that it was in his own heart that he had
been defeated. No external obstacles could have stood against his
love, but he could find now, within himself, not the tiniest trace
of that small and still-born creature. A girl, still scarcely more
than a child, had been the means of revealing to him the existence
of carnal delights that might be blessed and sanctified, of caresses
from which the shadowy angels would not avert their gaze; but
he realized now that this young and charming human being, die
only one of her kind whom he had ever known, had been the
occasion rather than the object of that great surge of feeling.

The other letter he dared not open, though the neat hand-
writing was dear to him. It was the same that, in the old days,
he had spelled out on the "excuse cards" which hadv followed
hard on the heels of his childish illnesses, the cards that he would
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